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Author's Notes: 

I've thought long and hard about posting this. Like many people, the events of the past few months have left 
me angry, brokenhearted, and filled with grief. When we're in situations like here, we sometimes (and 
mistakenly) believe that we know a person based on their previous actions. In David's case, it was literally 
decades of actions and words that lead us to think that he was someone he probably wasn't. | needed a way to 
get some of that pain out. A way to help the grief move forwards. And, as with everything, writing has been 
my saviour. If you've been affected by what's happened with David, know that you're now alone. 


The midnight sky was hidden behind a thick band of storm clouds. Lightning forked down to hammer the 


sleeping city while thunder rumbled across the mountains. 


Sitting in the window of a suite at the Beverly Wilshire, Dave stared at the sky. The heavy rain soothed his 
aching soul. He clutched a half empty bottle of Grey Goose to his chest in a bastardised image of the lover 
that he'd lost. His phone, which hadn't stopped ringing all day, was tossed on the bed along with a half eaten 
bag of chips. 


His reflection stared back at him, his hair matted and dishevelled and his face lined and puffy from crying. 


His life had fallen apart at bam when he'd woken to a barrage of missed calls, text messages, and emails from 


his management and lawyers. Dave had only dared to read the email titled Recommended Course of Action 
Good morning, Dave, it had started. 


With the news of Davids recent actions spreading through the news, we're recommending the following: 


As the incidents took place in the house, which is listed in your name, we believe that you will no longer want 


fo live there. Placing the house on the market would be a good first move. 


David could also have problematic desires which are now showing themselves. This will be damaging to both 
you and the Foo Fighters brand which is why we suggest the next point 


Divorce. We have already actioned divorce papers and will forward them onto whichever address you give 


US. 


Prenup. Your prenup does not have an infidelity clause so it will run as specified with both of you keeping 
what you agreed upon. The prenup does have a single point about splitting assets but this was if you decided 
fo leave. It won't become live as this is David's doing. 


We're sorry that this is happening and we're at the end of the phone if you need us. 


Dave couldn't remember much of the day. He'd somehow managed to drag himself from bed and into the 
shower. From there, with every inch of his body aching, he'd grabbed his wallet, phone, and cigarettes and left 
the house. Being in that building, the one that had once been a warm and loving home, made him feel ill, 
especially as his team began to drip details to him. 


He didn't want to look. He didn't want to see. He couldn't look at the pile of messages. Nor could he look at any 
of the photographs or memories which littered the house. 


David, the man that he'd fallen wildly in love with and subsequently married, was a lie. He'd never existed and, 


even if he had, it had all been a facade to trick those around him. 


Once in his car, Dave had no idea where he was heading. He didn't want to go to the studio. Didn't want to see 
any of the guys. So he drove until he found himself pulling up in front of the hotel. Trying to fight back tears, 
he'd booked a suite and locked himself away. Started drinking until the world around him was a blur and his 
memories were fading into the back of his brain. He knew that they would reappear at some point. But, for the 
moment, he just wanted to forget. 


Possible child grooming, had been listed in one of the emails from management. Even if Dave decided to stay 
with David, the hit to his reputation would be huge. David would probably never recover from the news that 
was breaking and, like a rat on a sinking ship, Dave knew that he had to make the choice and jump. The lawyers 
were going to deliver divorce papers to the hotel and Dave knew that he was going to have to be blind drunk 
to sign them. Anything less and he'd be making excuses for David. He'd be calling therapists and trying to get 
their help with fixing David. If he was sober he'd do anything for David. Anything Send him to rehab. Send him 
to therapists. Try and rebuild his life, and his career. Use every resource that he had to make sure that 


David's life was as happy and as secure as possible. 


But would there be any help? Could someone who may have been harbouring questionable sexual practices be 
rehabilitated? And how had he tricked people for so long, especially someone that he was sharing a bed with? 


Dave had screamed. He'd cried. He'd pummelled the wall so hard he was going to be paying for it to be fixed. 
But he didn't care. Even with his knuckles bloodied and near to breaking point, he couldn't summon up the 
energy to care. Everything that he'd known and loved for the past few years had suddenly been ripped away 


from him and there was no way that it was ever coming back. 


The pain was more than he could bear. Pain that would only disappear once he was in an alcohol induced stupor. 
Pain that would be a hundred times worse when he woke up with a hangover. But, again, Dave didn't care. That 
was a bridge that would be crossed later on. For now, he sat and watched the window as a fresh batch of 


tears sprung to his eyes. 
Why? Why me? Why now? Why the actual fuck? 


That single question kept piercing through his brain This wasn't just an amicable divorce. This was someone 
who'd done something that leaned heavily on the side of immoral and hadn't said a thing. Not only that, it had 


been done in their home, in the space that should have been space. 


Dave had spent a considerable amount of time trying to work out when everything had happened and whether 
there had been any signs that he'd missed. Had David become distant? Or overly affectionate? Had there been 
times when David had been more disconnected than normal? David was always on his phone or his computer so 


determining exactly when something happened would be hard. 


David on his way home. That had been sent at 8am, just as Dave had been sitting in the shower and screaming 
at the ceiling. Just as he'd been debating what went wrong in his life. Why did every marriage end? His first 
had been because of himself. The second because he'd come out of the closet. And the third, apparently, 
because his husband preferred much younger models of the opposite sex. Dave had honestly thought that it 
would be third time lucky. Instead, the only man he'd ever fallen in love with, had torn his beating heart out 
and then held it for the world to see. 


Knowing that he couldn't face the other man, he'd made sure to leave before David arrived home. David had 
been down in San Diego for some convention when the news broke and, knowing that he wouldn't be able to look 


him in the eye, Dave had fled. 


Dave, you need to know what happened The emails had continued to arrive and, while sitting on the hotel's bed, 
Dave had read through the sordid tale of David and a teenage fan. There were sex videos. Explicit sex videos. 


Filmed in their bedroom via a FaceTime connection. 


He'd hauled himself to the bathroom and thrown up, not just from the alcohol but from the bitterness and 


bile that swirled in his stomach. 


His phone began to ring, piping a familiar tune into the room. A week earlier, that song would have had Dave 


running for the phone. Now it made him feel ill all over again. 


| dont want to speak to you. | don't want to see what you've become. But | need to because, for now, you're still 


my husband. 


Crawling from the window, Dave collected his phone from the mounds of covers and unlocked it. His voice was 


as dead as his heart. 
"Hello, David." 
"Dave? Where are you?" 


He sighed and shuffled onto his ass. With his back pressed against the bed, he could still see out of the 
window. Could still see the lightning snapping across the sky. The shock and alcohol were numbing every feeling 
that he had. Yet the sound of David's voice was enough to make his eyes swell with tears. 


‘lm not saying. David, what the actual fuck happened?" 


He should have been screaming. Should have been calling David every name under the sun. But his batteries 


were depleted, his head was swimming, and he wanted was answers. 


There was pain in David's voice and, beneath the veil of alcohol, Dave could feel himself cracking. Here was 
someone whose life had just been ended by a handful of video clips. Everything that they'd ever worked 
towards had been wiped out with the click of a button 


Resting his head back against the overspill of the mattress, Dave watched the storm and listened as David 
explained. They'd met at a show in the Netherlands and kept in touch. She'd started hitting on him once she'd 
turned nineteen and David had gone along with until it had reached the critical mass that had been witnessed 
by millions of others. 


Dave felt his throat tighten as he asked, "Are there others? And why did you do it? Why did you keep in 
touch with someone so young?" The floodgates opened and Dave wailed as the tears began to fall, the anger 
burning with the fire of a million suns. No longer could it contained and it spilled over in a waterfall of hurt. 
‘lm your husband, David. Your husband The man you married. You said that you loved me and now you've done 
this. You wanted freaky shit? | could have given you freaky shit. But no. You had to go and find someone young 
enough to be your daughter to fuck. Why?! That's all | want to know. | just want to know fucking why." 


Silence hissed from the other end of the phone and Dave assumed that David had hung. When he finally heard 
a breath, Dave let out another pained wail. Everything that he'd ever wanted had imploded because of his 
husband's sudden selfish sexual nature. 


"Have you always been like this, David? Always wanted someone younger? Is that why you married me? And 
then | started to get too old so you decided to skip a generation? | don't know what else has gone on behind 
the scenes, and | suspect that you'll never tell me because you've kept this from me, but how long has this 
been going on for? How many others are there? | would have given you anything, David. Anything You know 
that. | don't care what it would have taken, I'd have done things to myself so that you could get your kicks. 
But no. You went and ruined your own life and mine. I've got to weather this fuckin’ storm, too. The press are 
already after me and it's because you were a selfish fuckin’ asshole who finally showed his true colours." Dave 
paused to take a breath. His throat was sore and dry and he reached for the bottle of vodka. "Divorce papers 


will be with you sometime tomorrow." 
"Dave-" 


"Don't ‘Dave' me!" he roared. "Don't you ever speak my name again. | don't want anything to do with you. | don't 
want to see you again Once you've signed those papers you get your ass outta that house and go wherever 
the fuck you're gonna go. Because | don't want you there. We're done. We're through. And now I've got to go 
through the fuckin’ hassle of moving my own shit outta there and finding somewhere new because you, the 
man | mistakenly thought loved me, decided to jerk off, on camera, to some teenager, in our bedroom. Our 
bedroom, David. Not yours. Ours | can't fuckin’ sleep in there again without thinking about what you did and who 
else you've probably hurt along the way." 


"Mustaine fired me-" was the quiet murmur from across the phone. If Dave strained, he could make out 
where their house was from the hotel. He didn't want to, but he had. He'd looked in the general direction and 


seen the swell of the hill and the clumps of trees. 


"Good! Mustaine fired you and I'm divorcing you. You can go and live out the rest of your days in hiding 
because | want fuckin’ nothing to do with you. Nothing Do you understand? | do not want to hear your name or 


see your face for the rest of my fuckin’ life. We're done. We're finished. You know, if you'd told me about this 
when it happened we could have done something about it. We could have had the footage confiscated. We could 
have helped this woman because, fuck me, David, that statement she put out looked awfully like it had been 
written by a publicist. And a bad one at that. You force her to put it out?" 


There was more silence. Another fork of lightning streaked across the sky and rain pounded the window. 


Thunder rumbled in the distance and a little thought about lightning hitting the house crossed Dave's mind. 
"| could have got you help," he whispered. "I could have helped you. But no. You had to go and do this." 
David's voice was pitiful and, across the few miles that separated them, Dave could hear the tears.''m sorry." 


"Too late now," he quietly replied. Grief once more began to tighten around his throat. "l'm just sorry that it's 
ended this way. I'm sorry that the marriage that | thought would last has, like my others, ended in divorce." 


Silence fell over them. Once it had been comfortable and warm. Once one would curl up against the other and 


they would snuggle the evening away. Once. Once upon a time. 


Now that silence felt strained and painful and Dave could feel his heart breaking all over again. It could see it 
bleeding and beating as it lay in David's outstretched hand. The man who had once sworn to protect his heart 
had wrenched it out. 


Dave knew that he was never going to get answers. And, if he did, he wondered how many of them would be 


the truth. 


He didn't even bother acknowledging Dave. Instead, Dave just ended the call and tossed the phone up and over 
his shoulder to the bed. Pulling his knees to his chest, he swigged from the bottle and watched as the storm 
attempted to blow itself out. Trapped in the basin of hills and mountains that surrounded Los Angeles, the 
clouds pin-balled around, the lightning constantly lighting the heavy sky and the thunder breaking the silence of 
the room. The rain came and went as though attempting to help Dave wash away his feelings. 


Yet the betrayal remained, burning through him and crushing every last shred of hope that had lived within 
him. Dave wanted to give up there and then. He wanted to disappear into the earth and never reappear. 


Everything that he'd believed to be true had been smashed to pieces before him. 


The hotel's night manager came and went, checking to see if he was okay. The news was gathering speed and 
Dave knew that he needed to hunker down. 


And so he drank. And drank. And drank. 


Eventually night melted into morning and the California sun that he'd once loved so much rose over the city. 
Dave had hoped that he'd wake up to find that everything was a nightmare. Instead, he woke to a pounding 
headache and someone pounding on the door. 


Through bleary eyes and fresh tears, he stared at his third set of divorce papers. Dave didn't give himself 
chance to think. He just signed them, nodded to his lawyer and softly shut the door. He hoped that they'd be 


the last set of divorce papers that he'd ever see. 


